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He started up 5 she blush'd as one asham'd;

Wherewith Leander much more was inflam'd.

He touch'd her hand;  in touching it, she trembled:

Love deeply grounded, hardly is dissembled:

These lovers parled by the touch of hands:

True love is mute, and oft amazed stands.

Thus while dumb signs their yielding hearts entangled,

The air with sparks of living fire was spangled;

And night, deep-drenched in misty Acheron,

Heav'd up her head, and half the world upon

Breath'd darkness forth, (dark night is Cupid's day):

And now begins Leander to display

Love's holy fire with words, with sighs and tears 5

Which, like sweet music, entered Hero's ears;

And yet at every word she turn'd aside,

And always cut him off as he replied.

* Though neither gods nor men may thee deserve,
Yet for her sake whom you have vowed to serve
Abandon fruitless cold Virginity,
The gentle queen of Love's sole enemy.
Then shall you most resemble Venus' nun,
When Venus' sweet rites are performed and done.
Flint-breasted Pallas joys in single life,
But Pallas and your mistress are at strife.
Love! Hero then, and be not tyrannous,
But heal the heart that thou hast wounded thus,
Nor stain thy youthful years with avarice,
Fair fools delight to be accounted nice.
The richest corn dies if it be not reapt,
Beauty alone is lost, too warily kept.'
These arguments he used and many more;
Wherewith she yielded, that was won before.
Hero's looks yielded, but her words made war:
Women are won when they begin to jar.
Thus having swallow'd Cupid's golden hook,
The more she striv'd, the1 deeper was she strook:
Yet evilly feigning anger strove she still,
And would be thought to grant against her wilL
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